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My father had a very tender heart; tears came easily to his 
eyes whenever he saw a bit of cruelty or a bit of childish effort as 
for example on Children's Day when little folks "spoke their pieces." 


He was easily 'choked-up" with sympathy and love. Mother only, 
did the corporal punishments in our "bringing up." She always 
taught us to obey without questioning any command of our father's. 
And we did! The only time, and I remember it well, that Father 
ever touched me was when he cuffed my ear, once. I bawled and 
bawled and bawled for my heart was broken! Mother said if I 
didn't stop bawling she'd give me something to bawl about: I 
immediately became quiet! 


Father had deep love for us. He missed Ora so much after 
her marriage and quite often would on a Sunday morning walk to 
her home in the country to see her and walk home again late in 
the afternoon. One time while walking there, he found an en- 
velope with a beautiful ring in it. The envelope had the name 
of Burr, the jeweler. The next day Father returned the ring to 
Burr telling them he found it. The ring belonged to a Mrs. Simpson 
and had been in the jeweler's for inspection. Mrs. Simpson sent 
Father a reward, a ten-dollar bill. To keep the ring never en- 
tered his or Mother's minds. They worried over the concern of 
the one who lost it! 


I could write pages of memories about Father as they keep 
flooding into my recall. But, I'm getting a bit weary and I'll 
close my writing for the present. 


However, I want to write my gratitude and my deep appreci- 
ation in having had such a good, kind father. He left Ora and 
me a great legacy not in money or material things but a bringing 
up to know what is good and what is right and what is of good re- 
port. We knew the blessings of love and care, of fine companion- 
ship and example. We had a happy home life, indeed, a shelter 
in the time of storm. 


He has been gone fifty-six years yet he still lives in my 
memory. It may be this memory alive is part of immortality: 
Who knows? "The good men do, lives after them." 


The journal in which Aunt Edna wrote the above text is one of 
the several journals that were written by Aunt Edna in her 
lifetime. Those journals, together with her Bible, her notes 
that she wrote down on books that she had read, a copy of her 
Master's Thesis and a few other texts that were of great value 
to Aunt Edna were in the small box of Aunt Edna's possessions 
that was forwarded by Saint Luke's Episcopal Church Home to 
her niece, Helen Loomis Russell Powell. following Aunt Edna's 
death on July 4. 1976. 
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